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Survivor 


Author's Notes: 
Just thought I'd post the first chapter here right away! 


He had met the guitarist before. It wasn't like Sless was a stranger to the little guy, not by any means. In fact, 
when he was with Beckett, they had gone on tour with Free quite often. Their own guitarist Arthur hadn't 
really spoken to Koss, but to the singer's own knowledge, they had exchanged guitars. From what Terry had 
heard about that event, was that Koss was not doing well. It bothered him to have heard that at the time, 


because he'd gotten along well with him. 


Several years prior, when he'd first heard Free from one of his friend's records in 1968, he went out and 
bought the album. Truth be told, he had to look the whole day for it, but it was worth the search. Much 
more importantly though, Terry was far more concerned with Koss' health than anything. Everything aside, 
that was just how he was. He hated hearing or seeing someone struggling in such a way. Of course he could 
understand how broken Koss was after Free split up. Sless knew how much the guitarist cared about the band. 


It didn't take an expert to see how his face would light up when he'd spoken with him about his favourite blues 


guitarists; Robert Johnson, Eric Clapton, Jimi Hendrix, BB King, Muddy Waters.. and so many others that Sless 
had never heard of. He loved to hear Koss talk, especially because he didn't do much of it. That, and the fact 
that he had a damn attraction to the quiet guy. 


1114. Letting out a sigh, Sless ran a hand through his waves of dusky brown hair, staring out the passenger 
side window of the car. The promoter was driving them up to Golbourne Mews, just off the Portobello road. 
Beckett had been in London for a gig that night. It hadn't gone down well, as they were down a guitarist. Their 
promoter, Geoff Docherty was in charge of helping Koss, and to be fair, the guy hadn't let Sless or much of 


anyone else see the guitarist until now. 


From what the singer could tell, Docherty was probably trying to get Koss' ass out and about and playing 
again. His mind had drifted off into a light sleep as he was worn out from their gig earlier that night, when he 
was jolted awake by Docherty nudging him. "Oi. We're ‘ere "Sleepir' Beauty".." The promoter said, clearing his 
throat as he looked to the quaint building Koss was staying in. Wiping his eyes with the back of his hand, Sless 
blinked several times, looking around the car for a moment, slightly dazed. "m up, ‘m up." He said, grumbling 
after, before stepping out of the car and shutting the door behind him. The tall singer stretched, letting out a 
long yawn, shoving his hands into the pockets of his trench coat. He was not formally dressed, mainly because 
he was too tired to do so after the show. That, and Docherty had said he had no need to anyway, so he simply 


wore a plain white long sleeved shirt under his coat, black pants and his usual dark brown leather shoes. 


The two men crossed the pavement, Sless staring at the ground. When they reached the door, he hung back 
as the promoter knocked at the door. When they were greeted with the voice of a woman, Terry looked up, 
seeing Sandie Chard, Koss’ girlfriend. She allowed them inside, and Sless closed the door behind them with a sigh. 


He wasn't sure if he wanted to see what was in store. 


When they saw Koss, Terry's heart practically shattered. The room was dark, and the guitarist was sitting in 
the rocking chair, asleep. He could see the embers of his cigarette burning his hand, before his eyes fell upon 
the bags of pills scattered around on the coffee table, some spilling out most likely due to someone frantically 
taking them out. Immediately, Sless tried to go to Koss, but Docherty caught his arm, wrenching him back 
slightly. 


"Ya don’ know what yer doin’... M handle it" The promoter said, before Terry pulled his arm out of his grasp. 


"An look what a good job ya've done." Sless hissed lowly, before going to Koss, crouching down and taking the 
cigarette from his hands, crushing it out in the ashtray on the table. Looking back to Koss, Terry took the 
hand that held the cigarette, brushing it off of any ashes as he looked him over. He was far from okay. Behind 
him, he could hear Docherty speaking to Sandie, only catching bits and pieces here and there. Everything went 
silent when there was a knock at the door. Sless turned, and Sandie had left to answer, only to return, heading 


to Koss. 
"What're ya' doin?" Terry asked, trying to keep his voice down, before the woman cut him off. 


"There's a fuckin’ dealer at the door! Either | wake ‘im up so he pays th’ guy, or th’ dealer calls in his fuckin 


backup.." She hissed at Sless, then shook Koss awake. Seeing his eyes open, the singer lit up, smiling at him a 


little. 


"0i. He lives!" Terry said softly, soon grinning at the brunet, though he could feel Sandie's glare burning into 


him for being humorous at such a time. Someone had to keep the hope alive. 


